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Simpson, suppose you ask yourself how an officer in a regiment I never
heard of should have contrived to reach Ninety Six without passing
through  Charleston and making himself known.   Bah,   Simpson!'
Cruger may have been taken in, by Gad ! Ain't he an American ? An
American'll believe any damned thing he's told ! "
" Sir," I said, " I can readily explain. Benjamin Thompson, Lord
Germaine's secretary, is an old friend of mine, and at his suggestion
Lord Germaine sent me------"
Balfour's hand slapped his desk with the sound of a pistol-shot.
" Now see here. Captain ! Lord Germaine's four thousand miles
away ! You could tell me anything you liked, and I'd never be able
to prove you wrong. You could claim the King himself sent you here ! "
He glanced for approbation at his pouchy-eyed companion.
" You've done an inexcusable thing, bursting into this room while
I'm conferring with His Majesty's attorney-general, Mr. James
Simpson 1 I won't have it 1 "
" Sir," I said, " I've got to have food for eight hundred refugees.
I'd never have ventured to come in here if I'd known of any other
way to get the food. Just give an order, sir. It won't take but a
moment of your time."                                                              ,
Balfour stared at me, wheezing. " Don't you tell me what to do,
by Gad ! A man's life's at stake, but you consider yourself privileged
to force your way in here, contrary to my orders, out of turn, and take
up my time with talk of Lord Germaine and God knows what, all
most ungermane."
Even his atrocious pun failed to soften his anger, for he added
Bitterly, " Get out, sir I Go to that outer office and wait your turn t
When it's your turn, I'll hear what you have to say. Sentry------"
" Sir," I said, " if I wait till all those people outside have said their
say, eight hundred refugees'll be without food. They've been nearly
starved for a month, and they're in a precarious condition, I've got to
get food for them, Colonel ! "
" You heard my orders," Balfour said. " Get out of this room and
wait your turn I Sentry------" ,
I spoke to the gentleman in black satin. " Sir, you're His Majesty's
attorney-gerleral. I appeal to you for judgment. I'm asking nothing
unreasonable. I have orders from Colonel Balfour's superior officer,
Lord Rawdorij to report to him and see that these loyal refugees are
properly housed and fed------"
".That'll do," Balfour said. " Rawdon's no superior officer of
mine I My word is law in this city 1 What the devil do.you mean,
sir, by attempting to go above me to Mr. Simpson ? You'll find no
man fairer than Nisbet Balfour ; but by Gad, sir, when you ignore
discipline and common decency, when you seek special privileges